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Charles deGuire Christoph 

At her beauty — and how the shadows of her lashes 
Made fine laces on her cheeks, and how her eyes 
Caught the sun and burned deeply and evenly. 
And he smiled at the amorous curve of her chin and wished 
To touch her lips — wine and silk and poesy. 

That was, perhaps, in Rome; but I know now 
My lady has a leper's heart; her lips 
Are torture, and her eyes reflect such shame 
There is no help ; and on her cheek there clings 
The sad voluptuousness of drunken Time, 
Dancing like a cretin in an aimless whirl. 

I find no harmony; I had no right to try 

To gain such end while all the wise ones sneer. 

When years have tired, and turn their meagre faces 

Again to the old, there may again be peace 

For poets singing; there may again be love. 

OLD PLACES 

I must flee the prod of my neighbor. 

I want to go back to old places, 

Where I can sit in revery and watch time crumble, 

Think thoughts that have served and become useless; 

Listen to the piping of senile gods 

And the prayers of long-forgotten priests. 

I want to go back to old places 

Rotten with beauty, dying with beauty. 
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